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two directions, but we could not see who was shooting.
"Nela! What do you think is going on?" I yelled across the street It was useless to keep up pretenses any longer.
"I don't know, I'm sure What tme do you have?**
"Three-fifteen. What fame do you have?"
"Same It could not have begun, could it?"
Yanek and I ran downstairs We had to get to our posts fast if it was still possible to get through,
On Cicha Street, two blocks away, we had to duck The Germans were spraying it from machine guns We withdrew from Topiel Street, trying to figure out another road to take, when we ran into a small band of men emerging from Tamka Street There were six of them, armed with rifles and hand grenades fastened at their belts Yanek wheeled around and pulled out his revolver. I tugged at his sleeve,
"Yanek, these are ours *
The men displayed the red-and-white armbands of the Home Army on the sleeves of their civilian coats. It was exhilarating. A thought was buzzing in my brain: "Have I missed the hour?'*
A voice cried out: "Lie down, dairm you, lie down!"
I fell on the pavement The bullets whizzed above our heads Then someone pulled me up none too gently.
"Shell be all right," an nnfamiliflr voice said, and I drew up indignantly.
"I am all right," I spoke right into the bushy beard of a chap wearing a red-and-white armband. "What time is it? Did it start already?"
A pair of young eyes looked me over severely.
"Who are you?"
I produced hastily a pink slip of paper, my identity card, signed by Radwan All the members of the Home Army received such slips just before the uprising*
"Aneri, 2nd Lieutenant, soldier of the Home Army,5* my card read.